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Andante  (J-sh) 


Suppose  I dip  my  hand  in  ho-ly  wa  - ter, 
»S7  je-  trempais wps doigts  dans I'eait  be  - vi  - tr! 


Be-hind the  abbey  door,  While 

Cent,  la que  chaque  soi r_ 


Mar-ga-ri-ta  is at  her  pray  rs,  Yes,  I will  _ try  the  charm  to  ..morrow. 

Vientvri-er Afar-gue-ri  - tol  Voy-onsmain-te-mnt rnj/nns  vi-te! 


V 


140ft -5 
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Ah!  I have  sighed  to  rest  me 

AH!  CHE  LA  MORTE  OGNORA 
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Angels  ever  Bright  and  Fair. 


Larghetto.  Handel. 


Vir 


15 


Come,  Holy  Spirit 

DuHjhr  Soprano  or  Tenor,  and- Alto 
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Night  of  Nights. 
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Christ__  is  bornL.  The  ti  - dings  glad  they 

sing  — Thy  praise!  Our  songs  of  love  we 
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bring! 
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KATHLEEN  MAVOURNEEN 


Written  by  MR  Crawford 
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Ever  Of  Thee  I’m  Fondly  Dreaming 


Words  by  Gporgo  Liu  ley 


Musio  by  Fob  v Hall 
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Bonnie  Sweet  Bessie 


Words  by  Arabella  Root  Music  by  J.L.Gilbert 
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“bon- im' sweet  Bes- sie,  the  maid  o’  Dun -dee!’ A hap 

“hon- nie sweet  Bes-sie,  the  maid  o’  Dun- dee!’ And  when 
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ne’er  did  Bes-sie  have 
God  in  lieav-en  let 


to  rue  Her  wed-ding  this  lad  - die,  sae 
go  too,  And  t|j?  wi’  my  lad  - die,  sae 
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She  Wore  a Wreath  of  Roses 
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The  Heart  Bowed  Down 
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All’s  Well. 
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The  Song  that  Reached  my  Heart 


Words  and  Music  by  Julian  Jordan 
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dear Oh.  the  heart  which  has  trn  - ly  loved  nev- er  fnr-gets,  But  as  tru'-ly  loves  on  to  the 
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I Dreamt  that  I Dwelt  in  Marble  Halls 

. . , . , “BOHEMIAN  GIRL” 
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VOICE 
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The  Banks  of  Allan  Water 

Andante  con  espressione 


C.  E.  Horn 
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1.  On  the  Banks  of  A I -lan 

2.  On  the  Banks  of  Al-lnn 

3.  On  the  Banks  of  Al-lnn 
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Wa-ter, When  the  sweet  springtime  did  fall, Was  the  mil  - ler’s  love-ly  daug 

Wn-ter,  When  brown  an  - tumn  spread  his  store, -There  I saw  the  mil-ler’s  daughter, 

Wa-ter,  When  the  win  - ter  snow  fell  fast,._  Still  was  seen  the  mil-ler’s  . daughter,’ 


laughter,  . Fair-es 


est  of  them 
But  she  smiled  no 
Chill-ing  blew  the 


all.  For  his  bride  a sol -dier  sought  her, 
more.  For  the  sum  - mer  grief  had  brought  her, 
blast!  But  the  mil  - ler’s  love-ly  daugh  - ter 


And  a win  - ningtongue  had  he,  — On  the  Banks  of  Al-lnn 

And  the  sol  - dier  false  was  he, On  the  Banks  of  Al-lan 

Both  from  cold  and  care  was  free,_  On  the  Banks  of  Al-lan 


ad  lib. 


Wa-ter, 

None  so  gay  as 

she. 

Wa-ter, 

None  so  sad  as 

she. 

Wa-ter, 

There  a corpse  lay 

she. 
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My  Pretty  Jane 


Words  by  E.  Fitzbail  Music  by  Sir  H.  R.  Bishop 
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NELSON 


RECITATIVE 

Larghetto 


Braham 


O’er  Nelson’s  Tonib,  with  silent  grief  op  - 


pressd,  Bri-tannia  mourns  her  He-ro,now  at  rept:  But  those  bright  laurels  ne’er  shall  fade ^th 
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Sea -men  gave,  Nor  thought  of  home or  beauty 
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To  Anthea! 


Words  by  Horriek  Music  by  Hatton 
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Larboard  Watch. 


J.  Williams. 
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Simon  the  Cellarer 
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!.  Old  Si-mon  the  cel-lar-er  keeps  a large  store,  Of  Malm  - sey  and  Mil  - voi  - 

2.  Dame  Mar  - ge  - ry  sits  in  her  own  still  room,  And  a ma  - tron  sage  is 

3.  Old  Si-mon  reclines  in  his  high  - back’d  chair,  And  talks  a.bout  taking  a 
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I’ll  Take  You  Home  Again,  Kathleen 


PIANO 


Andante  con  espressione 


Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  P.  Westendorf 


With  feeling 


l.  I’ll  take  you  home  a - gain,  Kath -leen, 
3.  I know  you  love  me,  Kath-leen,  dear, 
3.  To  that  dear  home  be-yond  the  sea, 


A - cross  the  o - eeanwild  and 

Your  heart  was  ev  - er  fond  and 

My  Kath  - leen  shall  a - gain  re  - 


wide, 

true; 

turn. 


To  where  your  heart  has  ev  - er  been, 

I al  - ways  feel  when  you  are  near, 

And  when  thy  old  friends  wel-come  thee 


first  you  were  my  bon  - ny  bride, 

life  holds  noth- mg  dear  but  you. 

ing  heart  will  cease  to  yearn. 
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Since 

That 
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The  ro  - ses  all  have  left  your 
The  Smiles  that  once  you  gave  to 
Where  laughs  the  lit  - tie  sil  - ver 
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when  the  fields  are  fre^h  and  green, 


I’ll  take  you  to  your  home  a - gain. 


Fields  are  fresh  and  green, 
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Take  you  to  your  home  a - | 
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When  Other  Lips 

“BOHEMIAN  GIRL” 


Words  by  A.  Bunn  Music  by  M.  W Balfe 
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Sally  in  our  Alley 


H.  Carey 


a tempo 
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Voice. 
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What  are  the  Wild  Waves  Saying. 


Andante  con  espressione. 

% PAUL. 


Stephen  CHover. 


1.  What  are  the  wild  waves  say.  ing 
2^,  Yes!  hut  the  waves  seem  ev  . er 


Sis  - ter,  the  whole  day_ 
Sing,  ing  thesame  sad_ 


long, 

thing, 


That — ev  - er  i - mid  < .ur  play-  ing 

And — vain  is  my  we  a en  . dea  - vour, 


I- hear  but  their  low  lone 

To guess  what  the  sur  - ges__ 


But  at  night,  when  'til  dark  and  lone  ly  In  dreams  it-  instill  w17h_ 


way? 


But  at  night,  when  ’tig  dark  and  lone,  ly, 

it  a friend  - ly  greet  - ing? 


In  dreams  it  is  still  with 
Or  a warn  - ing  that  calls  a - 
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Jessie’s  Dream 

Words  by  Grace  Campbell  Music  by  John  Blockley 
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Par  a - wa’  to  bon  - nie  Scot  - land  Has  my  spi  - rit  ta’en  its  flight,  I 

sure  - ly  I’m  no  wild  - ly  dream  - in’  For  I hear  it  plain  - ly  jjow,_ 

near  - er  still,  an’  near- er  still,  An’  now  a -gain  ’tis  “Auld  Lang  Syne”  Its 
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Her  Bright  Smile  Haunts  Me  Still 

J.  E.  Carpenter  Not  too  s]ow?  but  with  expression  w-  T.  Wrighton 
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Words  by  Sir  Walter  Scott 


Macgregor’s  Gathering 
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Music  by  Alexander  Lee 
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The  moon’s  on  the  lake,  and  the  mist’s  on  the  brae,  And  the  clan  has  a namethat  is 
depths  of  Loch  Katrine  the  steed  shall  ca-reer,  O’er  the  peak  of  Ben  Lomond  the 
* 


I 1 


nameless  by  day;  Our_  sig  - nal  for  fight,  which  from  monarchs  we  drew,  Must  be 
gal -ley  shall  steer,-  And  the  rocks  of  Craig  Boy  - ston,  like  i - ci-clesmelt,  Ere  our 


r\ 


heard  but  by  night,  in  our  venge-ful  hal-loo,  1 
wrongs  be  for- got,  or  our  yen- geanoe  un - felt. ) ^en 

c\ 


hal-loo,  hal-loo, 


rs 
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The  Gipsy  Countess. 


by  thee  will  my  trust  be  be  - tray’d, 

by  thee  will  my  trust  be  be  - tray’d 


love  me  for 
mnr-  vow  fhmflt 


ev  - er,  thine 
wed  me,  thine 


me  shall  thy  trust  be  be  - tray’d, 

me  shall  thy  trust,  be  be  - t rav'd. 


I will  love  thee  for_ 
And  to  - mor-row  i'll.. 


ev  _ er,  mine 
wed  thee,  mine 


own  gip  - sy  maid.  Thou  wilt  love  me  for ev  - er, 

own  gip  - sy  maid,  And  to  - mor  - row  thoii’lt  wed  me. 


own gip  - fey  maid. 

own gip.  sy  maid. 


own  gip  - sy  mpid,  ' I will  love  theo  for. 

own  gip  - sy  maid  And  to  - mor-row  I'll 


ev-  er,  mine 
wed  thee,  mine 


own gip  . sy  maid. 

own gip  - sy  maid. 


64- 


Afton  Water 

Words  by  Burns  Music  by  A.  Hume 

Andante  grazioso 
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A Soldier  and  a Man 


97 


1382-s 


98 


Dublin  Bay 


Words  by  Mrs.  Crawford  Music  by  George  Barker 

Andante  con  spirito  
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spir  - it  light,  AM  lie  dash’d_  the  tear 

weep-ing  bride,  And  he  kiss’d her  tears 

sea -men  cried.  In  the  breath  of  their  wild 


a - way, 
a - way, 
dis  - may, 

r\ 


As  he 

“0 

And  the 


P 


rr\ 


wateh’d  the shores  re  . cede  from  sight,  Of  his  own  sweet  Dub-lin  Bay.._ 

Love!  ’twas  a fa  - tal hourf  she  cried, “When we  left  sweet  Dub-lin  Bay.”_ 

ship  weut_.  down,  and  the  fair  youngbride,  That_  sail’d  from  Dub-lin  Bay.  _ 


m 


£ 


/ 
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THE  BROOK. 


1 


101 


slip 


I gleam,  I glance;,  Among  my  skimming  swal-lows. 


A-gainst  my  san  . dy  shal-lows,  I 


4 


chatter,  chatter,  as  I flow  To  join  the  brimming  ri-ver 


For 


men  may  come,  and  men  may  go  But  I go  on  for  ev-er,  ev-er,  I go  on  for  ev.er,  ever, 

4r-^l  6 ill . $ jn  J ->h  .-t  A ju-ju  A a .n a 


f 


-f 


I go  on  for  ev-er. 


I wind  a-bout  and  in  and  out  With  here  a blossom  sail-ing,  And 


103 


-ny  a sil  - ver 


4.0 


™..:J®.r...break  A-bove  the  gol  . dcn.gr a 


gra-vel,  And 


draw  them  all  a. long,  and  flow  To  join  thbbrimming  ri-ver  For 

44 


xnen  maycomeandmenmay  go  But  I go  on  for  ev-er,  ev.er,  I go  on  for  ev-er,  ev.er, 
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NAZARETH. 


107 


BP 


Home!  Sweet  Home! 


Words  by  J.  H.  Payne 

Andante  Larghetto 


PIANO 


Music  by  Sir  H.  R.  Bishop 


pa  - la-ces,  though — we  may  roam, 

home splendour  daz  - zles  in  vaiiv  ’ 


Be  it  ev 


Oh! 


er  so 


— gzve  me  my 
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In  Happy  Moments  Day  by  Day 


swift  but  tranquil  tide  a - wav 
smile  up  - on  each  feature  plays 


Prom  times  uu-err  - ineebiK 
With  truth  - ful-ness  replete 


116 


Juanita 

Spanish  Ballad 


117 


US 


whs  T w t , Shells  of  Ocean 

Words  by  J.  W.  L;ike 

Moderato  con  espressione 


PIANO 


Music  by  J.  W Cherry 


Fit  j 


l.  One  Summer  .eve,  with  pen- sive  thought,  I wander’d  on  the  sea -beat 

%_  3-  I stoopdup  - on  the  peb-bly  strand,  To  cull  the  toys  that  round  me 


shore,  Where  oft  in  heed  - less  in-fant  sport,  I gath-er’d  shells  in  days  be- 

lay,  But  as  I took  them  in  my  hand,  I threw  them  one  by  one 


l ,fth-®r’d  shells  in days  be-fore;  The  splashing  waves  like  mu  sic 

W,  I threwthem  one  by one  a - way;  Oh!  thus,  I said,  ;n  ev -’ry 


r\ 


1387-1 


r\ 


Byieys  our  //„  . ' //  "'a'  Adieamcame  o’er"  me  like  a 

guild,  We  g a.  ther  shells  from  youth  to 
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The  Village  Blacksmith 


iao 


Words  by  Longfellow 

Allegro  moderato 


Music  by  W.  H.  Weiss 


PIANO 
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i-der 

a spr 

jading 

chest  - nut  tree,  The 
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vil  - lage  smithy  s 

tands; 
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smith  a might-y  man  is  he,  With  large  and 


sin-ewy  hands;  And  the 


muscles  of  his  brawn  - y arms  Are  strong  as  i - ron  bands. 


His 


¥ 


i 


hear  him  swing  his  hea  - vy  sludge, Withmeasur'd beat  and  slow,  Like  a sexton  ringingthe 


m 


$ 
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Andrew  Cherry 


The  Bay  of  Biscay 


Moderato 


John  Davy 


PIANO 


1.  Loud  roarBth|read-ful  .bunder,  The  rain  a del  . uge  show'rs- 

3 r,fcr-°^bi11-  Her  °P’n^‘™-Wa  creak;' 

' ’ 1 -fSfhth« WIshd  f°r  morrow  Breaks  thro’ the  haz  - y sky. 

4.  Her  yield -ing  tiin-bers  sev-er,  Her  Pi,-chyseanJr7  renL 


The  clouds  are  rent  a - sun  - der, 
Each  fears  a wa  - fry  pil  _ ]ow' 

Ah  - sorb'd  in  si  . lent  sor  -row, 
When  heav’n, all  boun-teous  ev  _ er 


lightnings  vi  - vid  pow’rs, 
stop  the  dreadful  leak, 
heaves  a bit  - ter  sigh, 
boundless  mer-cy  sent. 


The  night  is  drear  and  dark.  Our  poor  de  - vot  - ed_ 

To  cling  to  slip -pry  shrouds,  Each  breath-less  sea  - man 

The  dis-mal  wreck  to  view.  Strikes  hor  . ror  to_  the_ 

. A sail  in  sight  np  - pears.  We  hail  her  with  three 


bark, — Til]  next 
crowds,  As  she 
crew,  — As  she 
cheers.  Now  we 

^ r\ 


day 

there  she  jay, 

In 

the 

Bay  of 

Biscay, 

0! 

lay 

till  next  day, 

In 

the 

Bay  of 

Biscay, 

0! 

lay 

on  that  day, 

In 

the 

Bay  of 

Biscay, 

0! 

sail 

with  the  gale, 

From  the 

Bay  of 

Biscay, 

0! 

Allegretto. 
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Come  into  the  Garden,  Maud 


- 


high, 


Be-gin-ning  to  faint  in  the  light  that  she  loves,  On  a bed  of  daf-fo-dil 


P 


rail. 


ores 


f riten.  a pit 


piacere 


C\ 


^y, 


To  faint  in  the  light  of  the  sun  she  loves,  to  faint  in  the  light  and  to 


!'  JJJ  JJJ 
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\ colla  voce 
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The  Friar  of  Orders  Grey 


W.  Reeve 


PIANO 


/ 

— ftp zpzj 

.r=bi  li 

, rr\ 

“•  -d-  i 

mm 

*■  I am  a fri-ar  of  ord-  ers  grey,  And  down  in  the  val- ley  I take  my  way;  I 

2.  Af-ter  sup-per  of  heav’n  I dream,  But  that  is  fat  pul-lets  and  clout  - ed  cream;  My- 
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138 


139 


“Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes!” 


W.R.aC?  1107-3 
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W.  R.sO?  1107-3 


141 


W R.  *00  1107-3 


l±i 


Three  Fishers  went  Sailing 


% 


*•  Three  fish-erswenf  sail-ingmit  in  - to  the  west,  Out.  in  - to  the  west  as  tlic. 
3.  Three-wives  sat  up  in  the  Jight-housetw’ijAndHHy  trinun'd tha  lamps ;i stlie 
Unpocomcnomosso*.  Three  corpses  lay  out  onthe  shin  - Ing  sands  In  the'  morn  - iugglonmns  the 


accel . 


sun  went  down;  Each  thoughton  the  wo  - manwho  lov’dhim  the  be«t  And  the 

sun  went  down-,  They  lookd  at  the  squall, and  they  look'd  at  the  shofc-VVnd  t he 

tide  went  down,  And  the  women  are  weep-Ing  and  winging  their  hands,  For 


* r 


mf 


t:i94  - 0 


un  poco  7-all. 
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Scenes  that  are  Brightest 

Words  by  Alfred  Bunn  MARITANA 


°’er  them  a - hove  us,  Thn,’ na  - ture 

Hopes  will  still  de  - eeive  ' us,  With tear  - ful 


' ; 


1 4<; 
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Won’t  you  Buy  my  Pretty  Flowers? 

Allegretto  GW.Persley 


PIANO ' 


nf 


4 


Un  - der  - neath  - the  gas  - light’s  glit-ter,  Stands  a lit  - tie 

2. Ev  - er  com  - ing,  ev  - er  go  - ing,  Men  and.  women 

3.  Not  a lov  - ing  word  to  cheerher  From  the  passers  - 


f f 


fra 

- gile 

girl, 

Heed 

- less 

of 

the 

m * s> 

night  winds  bit  - ter, 

hur 

- ry 

by> 

Heed 

- less 

of 

the 

tear  - drops  gleaming 

by 

is 

heard, 

Not 

a 

friend 

to 

lin  - ger  near  her, 

As 

they 

round 

a - 

bout  her 

whirl, 

In 

her 

sad 

and 

wist  - ful 

■eye. 

With 

her 

heart 

by 

pit  - ty 

stirred; 

While  the  hundreds  pass 

How  her  lit -tie 

Home  -wardgoesthe 


un  ■ 
heart  is 

tide  of 


14:7 


CHORUS  — Sing  f irst  time  as  SOLO,  and  repeat  in  CHORUS  rit. 
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Tliere  are  many, 

0 w 

sad  and 

Lh— 

weary 

1 r 

In  this 

pleasant  world  of  ours, 

^ J ^ 
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n't. 


d im . 


• ’ry  night  so  dreary,  Wont  you  buy  my  pretty  flowers?” 

i.  1 , ± J ,JU J J i i J. 


dim. 
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PIANO 


Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night 


Anilaute  espressivo 

1 1 J -O- 


P 


m 


nf 


r= 


Moore-  Thomas 
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1 - Oft  in  the  stil  - l[y  night,  Ei'e 
2. When  I re  - mem -her  all  The 


% 


PP 


slumber’s  chain  has  hound — me,  Fond  mem’ry  brings  the  light Of 

friends, so  link’d  to  - geth er,  Ive  seen  a - round  me  fall, Like 


PP 


ot  h er  days  a - round  me:  The  smiles, the  tears,  of  child  - hood’s  years  The 

leaves  in  win  - t’ry  weather;  I feel  like  one,  who  treads  a - 'loneSome 


■ 
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Old  Folks  at  Home 


VOICE 


Mwlorato 


PIANO 


mf 


Words  and  Music  by  S.C.Foster 


m 
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„ CHORUS  {Sing  first  time  as  Solo , repeat  in  C HO RUS\ 
Si>Pr-  I L j | 


Alto 


T p r r 


All  de  world  am  sad  and  drear  - y,  Eb  - ’ry -where  I roa 

r J . jS  J-  i 1-  i)  1 i)i.  J j J i i 


' Bass 


r f f r T p-  T r ^r-rTT 


1*1  ‘tH'w!  1 1 11  fvni 


D.G. 


r 

Ohl  darkies,  how  my  heart  grows  wea  - ry,  Par  fromde  old  folks  at  homo! 

-J — -h  h J)  Jl  , J.  J J 1 , ^ J 
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Excelsior 


Longfellow  ( J)UET ) M.  W.  Balfe 


T^f 

travel  ' _ 


travel  Ier,  by  the  faith- 


hound, 


Half  bur 


ied  in  the  snowWas  foknd, 
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Still 


A 


grasp - mg  in  his  hand 


ice That  ban 


rt^rrr 

’ith  t,hf»  stronrro  „ 


ner  with  the  strange  de-vice,  That 


A* 
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strange  de  - vice, 
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There,  in  the  twi  - - light  cold. 


and 
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Tom  Bowling 


161 
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Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep 


1G3 


1£>4 


Sweet  Genevieve 


Words  by  George  Cooper 


165 


166 


Ed.Fitzball 


Yes!  Let  me  like  a Soldier  fall 

“maritan^’ 


PIANO  < 


breast,  ex  - pandingforthe  ball, 
die  the  last, and  not  dis  - grace 


blot  out  ev-’ry  stain, 
an  - cient  chi-val  - ry! 


167 
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108 


List  to  the  Convent  Bells. 


Piano. 


0 - yer  the  ri 
When  on  the  mo 

3p  - ling 
in  - lit 

sea;  gr 

sea  We  s 

ight  yon  moon  is 

ail  in  our  bark  the 

team  - ing, 

fleet  - est; 

0 - ver  the  rij 
When  on  the  mo 

8 

>P  - ling 
>n  - lit 

Si  i 1 

^ — p 

sea;  ' gr 

sea  We  s 

— f r 1*-— 

'ght  yon  moon  is 

ail  in  our  bark  the 
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beam  - in 

fleet  - es 
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erase. 
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171 


Be  Thou  Nigh. 

Sacred  Song. 

Contralto  or  llnrilone. 


Eben  H.  Bailey. 


172 


ev  - ’ry  fear, 
home  - ward  flight . 


A - bide  with  us,  we  need  Thy  con-stant  care 

A - bide  with  us,  0 Son  of  God,  yea  come 


‘ ffff. 
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For  Sa  - tan 'stand  - eth  with  the  tempting  snare 

And  make  our  low  . ly  cot  Thy  oft  - en  home 


To  lure  us  from  the 
As  Thou  didst  make  • that 


. c 


path  of  wis-dom’s  way; 
house  of  Beth- a - ny; 


rail. 


A-bide  with  us  dear  Saviour  lest  we  stray. 
So  may  ourdwelling  ev-  er  be  to  Thee. 


ti  7 
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rail.  - 
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STAR  OF  THE  EAST. 

{MELODY,  STAR  OF  THE  SEA.) 

Words  by  George  Cooper.  Music  by  A.  Kennedy. 


PIANO.' 


-J  11  i- ■■  1 i 1 — J . 
4fcs.  ® <s&.  % * ‘&s.  & 


% Oantabile. 


* <fta.  * * 


?tar  of  the  East,  Oh  Beth  - le .hem's  star,  Guid  - mg  us  on  to  Heav  - en  a - far! 

3.  Star  of  the  East,  un  - dim'd  by  each  cloud.  What  tho’.  the  storms  of  grief  gath-er  loud? 


•Sa.  & % 


Sur  row  and  grief  are  lull’d  by  thy  light  . Thou  hope  of  each  rnor-tal,  in  death’s  lone  - ly  night! 
Faith-ful  and  pure  thy  rays  beam  to  save,  Still  bright  o’erthe  era  - die, andbright  o’er  the  grave! 


% ‘&a.  % 
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Some  Day  I’ll  Wander  Back  Again. 
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k 

7f^'  

-j 1 1 

4= r — r — — «q 

t;  r ii  r r 

far  in  nth  - er  lands, Its  hum-ble  cot  will  sn< 

side  a mo  - t hers  knee. To  live  once  more  the  go 

mem- lies’ cher - ished  view.  No  more  my  wayward fe 

' i ii  1 r~  r " 

dl-er  me  From  ev  - Vy  our  and 

ld-en  hour Of  joy  - ons  mer  - rj 

elshallroam, Life's  trim -hied  path-wav 

Chorus. 

y ^ sopk.  1 llwan-derbaek,yes,baeka  - gain, Whereehmfhoodshome may  hr. For 


p!p± 
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VI  Ffff 


I II  wan  - der  back,  yes, barka  - gain, yes, back a-gain.Whei'echildhood^mnffinajchildhoodkhomemaybe, For 

Tm  1 s J J-  J)  j j 


mem  - o - ry  in  sweet  re  - train . 


Still  sing's  its  praise  (o  me. 


IT 


FTT 


T~ 
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mein  - o - rv  in  sweet  re  - frain,  in  sweet  refrain, Still  sing's  its  praise  to  me,  its  praise  to  me. 
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“Alice  where  art  Thou? 


Romance. 


K a. &c"  1040-3 


182 


0 


T 


al}  seems  glad  to-night,  The  winds  sigh  - ing  by  me,  Oooi  - ing  my  fever’d 

A - lice  where  art  thou!  I’ve  sought  thee  by  lake-let,  I’ve  sought  fhee_  on  the 


brow;  The  stream  flows  as — ev  - er,  Yet  A - liee  where  art  thou!  One 


(fo  ?~Tr77.  ~l  | 1 

__l^r 

_ %* 
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■m 
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■4 

5 

year  back  this  e - ven,  And  thou  wert  by  my  side^ 

sought  thee  in  for  - est,  I’m  look-ing_heav’nward  now-. 
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thou  wert  by  my  side; 
look  - ing  heav’nward  now; 


HOI 


- mg- 
there 
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V.  R.  *C?  1040-3 
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Life’s  Dream  is  o’er. 


«ii"  ■ 


VOICE. 


PIANO. 


Cantabile  e,  espressione. 


Arranged  by  S.  G.  P. 
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CONTRALTO. 
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. The  night  shades  are  fall  - ing,  And  fast  gath  - er  a - round 


2.  0,  tell  me  if  ev 


us,*  The 


er,  When  life’s  storms  beat  a - gainst,  thee,  And 


W R.&C1.’  1039-4 
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tSfi 
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“LOVE’S  SORROW.” 

BALLAD. 


190 


My  God  and  Father,  While  I Stray 


I 


191 


W R * C‘.'  fllrt-2 
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“COME  BACK  TO  ERIN” 


193 


1188-4 


194 


195 
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The  Moon  has  raised  her  lamp  above. 


W.  R.*C°  107 B — 5 


198 


creso. 
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But  those bright  eyes 

ere  sc. 


I soon shall  see 


thosebrighteyes  I soon  shall  see  Re-  serve  their  pu-rest  light  for  me,  Re-servetheir  pu.rest 


Con.  spirito 


In  Cellar  Deep 


VOICE 


r\ 


301 

Frank  D’Alquen 


A A 


PIANO  < 


f 


1.  In  cel  - lar  deep  I sit  andkeep  My 

2.  In  wo-manssmilethere  may  beguile, She's 
Then  come  whatmayHope’sbrightest  ray,  Or 


swu’d  r an  I ' Pr-8S_m&  °r  ■ Pan-itm  ™De  *•-*004  Rhine  wine,  Earth's  sweeJX  truT^ 

d l ' * ? , I ‘ CeIV-ln&  And  be_  most  false  to  me  When  most  I am  be 

dark  - est  cloud  of  eor  . row,  My  wine-cup  still  FU_  gai  - ly  fill  And  L no7  for  he 


bless-ing  With  so  - leran  pate  let  wis-dom prate  Of  what  we  should he_ think  - ing.  Give  me  my  glass  „ 

mor&W  If" TTd  a'";C  cher-ish  here,  While  lips  to  glass  I’m  _ link  - ing]  And  comfort  true ' the 

mor-row.  If  askd  what  joy  can  nev-  er  cloy,  What  keeps  man's  heart  from  sink  - ing,  A - loud  its  name  I 


days  shall  pass  In_ 
whole  year  thro’  I«_ 
will  pro -claim  Is._ 

___  O 


drinking, drinking,  drinking, 
drinking, drinking,  drinking, 
drinking,  drinking,  drinking. 


r\ 


1405-1 


203 


1 I 


1 


Gently,  Lord,  0 Gently  Lead  Us. 


W.  T.  Porter 


¥ 


gent- ly  lead  ns  Thro’ this  vale  of  tears, •_  Thro’  the  changes  Thou’st  decreed  us, 


r 


r 


ad  lib. 


Con  precisione. 


Till  the  last  great  change  ap  - pears.__  When  temptation’s  darts  as-sail  us,  When  in  devious 


r 


l r- 


ad  lib. 


mol  to  espressivo 


paths  we  stray,  Let  Thy  goodness  nev  . er  fail  us,  Show  us  Thy  ' 


*©■ 

W.  R.  & C9  971-2 


T 


303 


W.  R.  * C?  971-2 


206 


208 


209 


“Flee  as  a Bird’.’ 

Spanish  Melody. 


21 0 


212 


When  the  Heart  is  Young. 


“When  the  Roses  Bloom” 


Semplice  con  affetto  (SS&Pstrofa  con  express.  beatifzcata)  Louise  Reichardt 


. espressivo 


pooo  sostenuto 


219 


320 


SILVER  THREADS  AMONG  THE  GOLD 

Eben  E.Rexford. 


Andante  caiitabile  H.P.  Danks 


1423-2 


Love  can  never  more  grow  old , 

Locks  may  lose  their  brown  andgold; 
Cheeks  may  fade  and  hollow  grow; 

But  the  hearts  that  love,  will  know 
Never,  never  winterb  frost  and  chill; 

Summer  warmth  is  in  them  still, 
Never  winter’s  frost  and  chill, 

Summer  warmth  is  in  them  still_CHO. 


Love  is  always  young  and  fair,— 

What  to  us  is  silver  hair, 

Faded  cheeks  or  steps  grown  slow, 

To  the  hearts  that  beat  below? 

Since  I kissed  you,  mine  alone,  alone, 
You  have  never  older  grown, 

Since  I kissed  you,  mine  alone, 

You  have  never  older  grown. CHO. 


233 


MY  TASK 


334 


Tenting  on  the  Old  Camp  Ground 


1417-2 


336 


But  the  Lord  Is  mindful  of  His  own. 

( Arioso ) 


227 


is  near 


338 


The  Army  and  Navy. 


W.  K.*C“  871-5 


330 


Wji.ft  C»  871— 5 


K.  A CO  871-5 


234 


235 


S36 


When  You  And  I Were  Young,  Maggie 

Gr.  vV.  Johnson 


337 


338 


ANNIE  LAURIE 


Words  altered  and  written  by  Lady  John  Scott 


Air  b”  Lady  John  Seott 


VOICE 


PIANO 


1429-2 


339 


240 


THE  MINSTREL-  BOY 

{Irish  Folk -Song) 


Maestoso  Thomas  Moore 


1434  — 2 


842 


The  Standard  on  the  Braes  O’  Mar. 


244 


Good-bye,  Sweet  Day. 


Words  by  Celia  Thaxter. 

a Moderate. 

Voice. 


0 V 0 ■&** 
— 


Piano. 


~r\ 


t 


Music  by  Kate  Vannah. 


1.  I have  so  loved  thee,  but 
^ 2.  Thy  glow  and  charm.  Thy 


* 


n\ 


can -not,  can -not  hold  thee,  Pad  - ing  like  a dream, 

smiles  and  tones  and  glan-ces,  Van  - isli  at  last, 


The  shadows  fold  thee; 
And  Night  ad-vanc-es; 


r\ 


blow  - ly  thy  per  - feet  bean-ty  fades  a - way_ 
Ah! — Could’stthou  yet  a lit  - tie  Ion  - ger  stay_ 


■0-  0- 


Good-bye,  Sweet  Day, 
Good-bye, Sweet  Day, 
L 


J mi  porn  pit/  nnimafn 


a tempo 

\ 


(mod-hyp, Sweet  Day, Dparwerethy  gold  - en  hours  of  tranquil  splen-dour,  Sad  - ly  thou yieid-est. 
ood-hye, Swept  Day,  All  thy  ricli gifts  my  grate-ful  heart,  re  - mem-bers,  Thewhile  I watehthy 


J*  * > 


it- 


's' T( . ft-  C°  51!)^ 


T 


346 


There’s  a Beautiful  Land  on  High 

Mrs.  A.  H.  Taylor 


PIANO 


=* 


Andante 

% • ■ 


i 


expression 


There’s  a beau  - ti  - ful 

There’s  a beau  - ti  - ful 


land  on 
land  on 


high, 
high,  _ 


To  its 
And  tho’ 


w. 


glo-  ries  I fain_  would  fly,. 


here  I oft  weep  and  sigh,„ 


When  by  sor  - rows  press’d 
My Je  - sus  hath 


-»■  m m 

N 

► 

•- 

4 

# 

w1  - 

* J 



~WJ  

J 

down, 

said, 


I long  for  a crown, 

That  no  tears  shall  be  shed 


In  that  beau  - ti  - ful 
In  that  beau  - ti  - ful 


land  _ 
land_ 


1443--2 


~\ 


' if® 


248 


Where  hath  Scotland  found  her  Fame. 


Maestoso. 


r\ 


PIANO. 


Trumpets, 
y c.rcftc. 


ili 


John  Fulcher. 


to. 


t r~ 

to. 


to. 


to: 


r 


’•'.'hoje  has  Scot- land  found  her  fame?  Why  is  she  en  - shrin’d  in  glo  - ry? 

: Where  has  Scot -land  found  her  fame?  Ev  - er  brave  she  rides  the  o - cean- 


X 


"if 


fjf 


B-'\  the  deeds  of  ma-ny  a name,  Sing  the  theme  of  death- less,  sto  - ry. 

Where s the  das  - tard  dare — de-claim,  Na  - tion’s  own  her  high  pro- mo-tion; 


f 


W.  R.  *C'.’ 803-2 


349 


W.  R..  * C?  80(1-2 


350 


Ben  Bolt 


Semplice. 
8 

-i-* 

=Y-rr  i.f 

itr  r<l ,-s 

■p  f-' 

— 

PIANO. | 

:TT  M 7 

? — ■_* 

t ~f  w . .. 

tt 

s^~-p 

—W—  m 

zJ  $ 1 Y— 

— U"  lI 

-ti£U 

HZlH 

i . i r — 

p-.  1*  *•  m 

""i"  | m. 

-# — f '\  f — 

3=f=N 

4f= 

H 

'■  0h!  d,,ll't  yu  remembersweet  Alice,  Ben  Bolt,  sweet  A1  - ice.  with  hair_  so  brown 
.3.  Ob! don’t  you  remember  the  wood,  BenBolt,lVearthegreensun-.uY  s!o,ie  of  the  hill 
3.  Oh.  dont  you  remember  the  schoolmen  Bolt,  And  the  Mas -ter  so  kind  and  so  true 


wept  with  de-light  when  you  gave  her  a smile,  ' And  trembled  withfear  at  your  frown  In'th, 

oft  we  have  sung ’neath  its  wide  spreadiugshade,  And  kepi  time  to  the  click  of  the  mill  ’ Th 

lit  - He  nook  by  the  clear  run-ning  brook,’ Where  we  galh-er’d  theflow’rsasthey  grew.  On  the 


w.n  & c.1  515-2 


251 


\V.  1!.  X C1!  515-2 


353 


The  Dear  Little  Shamrock 


253 


25  4 


Four-leaf  Clover. 


EUa  H,SS*nsnn-  0.  Whitney  Coombs. 


356 


ROBIN  ADAIR 


Words  by  Lady  Caroline  Keppel 


'Sleep  Little  Baby  of  Mine” 

lullaby. 


357 


VOICE. 


PIANO. 


Andantino  semplice 


Charles  Dennee 
PP  ioith  tenderness 


AY 


f *■ 


PP 


Sleep,  lit.tle  ba-by  of 
a tempo 


con  nna  cor  da 


4^  j[;  ^4 


Night  and  the  darkness 


are  near. 


But  Je-  sus  looks  down  thrd  the 


a tempo 


shadows  that  frown,  And  ba-by  has  nothing  to  fear; Shut,  lit -tie  sleep-y  blue 

a tempo 


".alia  voce 


— MA j 

"H 

ten.  — 

4— 4 

eyes; 


Dear  lit  - tie  head  be  at  rest;  _ 


PtrMT  fl 


Je.sus,  like  you,  was  a 


mf  (olla  voce  , 


r 


W.  tt.  * G'.>  078 -:t 


Ti 


258 


360 


Marguerite 


Words  and  Music  by  0.  A.  White 


361 


J«4 


some-body’s  sake.  So  I think  I had  bet-ter  say  “Nay.’! And  I will  marry  my  own  love,  my 

Emma  But  DonaldshaUdancewith  me. Audi  will  marry  my  own  love,  my 


own  love,  my  own  love,  And  I willmar-ry  my  own  love,  For  true  0f  heart  am 

°Wn  love, my  own  love,  And  I willmar-ry  my  own  love;  For  true  of  feart 


V 


*-  ft 


9-  *■ 


1.  So  the 
s.  So  the 


P 


D.  S.  % for  2nd  Verst 


Laird  hemarriedthe  La  - dy  the  La-dy  ofhigh  de-gree,  And  the  lowlandlasL  he 


P 


*T 


1440-3 





'468 


My  Old  Kentucky  Home,  Good  Night! 


old  Ken-tuckyHome,  ’Tis 
’pos  - sumand  the  coon,  Onthe  meadow, 
backwill  have  to  bend,  Where-ev  - er 


sum-mer,tlie  darkies 
the  hill  and 
the  darkey 


ate  gay; 
the  shore; 
may  go; 


The  corntop’sripeandtlie 
They  sing  nomoreby  the 
A fewmoredaysandthe 


367 


youngfolksroll  on  the  lit-  tip  7^.  V ~~  * f W'  If' I ’’  _ — 

day  goes  by  like  a shadow  o’er  the  heart  With  ^orro’  J,U  uP'*y ^^brig^Tl^ 

fewmoredaysfor  to  totethe^-^y  SSTtSt^TS  £ The 


r\ 


by  Hard  Times  comes  a - Looking  at  the  dooi^l  ' r Y 

, few  more  days  till  'we  totter ''oT  the  raid ) hen  oId  Jtucky  Home, good  night. 


Chorus 


Vi/ 


Alto.  ' p o p B- 

Weep  no  more,  my  la  - dy,  Oh!  weep  no  more  to  ~ day!  We  will 

'Ven.mPj  k - k I .1 


nvp 


sing  one  song  for  the  old  Kentucky  Home,  Fbr  the  old  KentuckyHome,far  a - way 

,r/>  4 - # * £'  $-  £ *0  1. 


704-2 


' j 

Hi 


268 


The  Brave  Old  Oak 


Words  by  H.F.Chorlsy 


Music  by  E.J.Loder 


370 


Mary  of  Argyle 


371 


m 


Sr  i *** h»: c z is '&%■ 


~Tuii.  r^\ 


for Ptw  the  ,r0S6:  ’T7as/hy  voice;  my  gen -tie  Ma-ry,  And  thine 

not  for  that  a - lone:  I have  watchd  thy  heart, dear  Ma-ry,  And' its 


art  - less  win-ning  smile,  That_  made  this  world  an  E - den,  Bon-nie 

good -ness  was  the  wile,  That  has  made  thee  mine  for  ev  - er.  Bon-nie 


- .1  - 

y 1 Lr> 

•m 

6 

■# 

•1 

c * a 

b 

y V. 



-j  _ 

> - 



Ma-ry  of  Argyle. 

Ma-ry  of  Argyle. 


U47-2 


373 


The  March  of  the  Cameron  Men 


PIANO 


REFRAIN 


373 


A Red,  Red  Rose 


377 


R.  Burns 


976-3 


_ 


r 

i 

r 

l 

383 

-V  W A 

Not  Ashamed  of  Christ 


VOICE 


PIANO 


r 


H.  P.  Danks 


l.  Je-sus!and 
3.  Asham’d  of 


* 


shall  it  ev-er  be,  A mor-tal  man  a -sham’d  of  Thee!  A-shamc.  „ 

Je  - sus!  thatdear  friend  On  whom  my  hopes  of  heav’n  de- pend?  No;when  I 


Thee,  whom  an-gels  praise,  Whose  glo- ries  shine  thro’’ end-less  days!  A-shamdof 
lush,  be  this  my  shame,  That  I no  more  re  - vere  his  name.  A-sham’dof 


■J.  a. 


3.  Still  more  majestic  shalt  thou  rise, 

More  dreadful  from  each  foreign  stroke; 

As  the  loud  blast,  that  tears  the  skies, 

Serves  hut  to  root  thy  native  oak. 

Rule,  Britannia,  etc. 


4.  The  muses,  still  with  freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  coast  repair; 

Blest  Isle!  with  matchless  beauty  crown’d, 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair. 

Rule,  Britannia,  etc 


2S6  ' 


PIANO. 


The  Maple  Leaf  for  ever. 

Alexander  Muir. 


Con  spir 

to. 

h 

i 1-  -4 - — 

J 

2 

9- 

4 

=4 

g — *=i 

2 -r4 

3 

-5 

• 

— 

f V^-^==h== 

: — 

9- 

■< 

W 

mam. 
died; 
bound : 
Isle! 


Here  may  it  wave,  our  boast,  our  pride,  And  joined  in  love  to  . 

And  those  dear  rights  which  they  main-tained,  We  swear  to  yield  *hem 
And  may  those  ties  of  love  be  ours  Which  dis-cord  can  - not 

Then  swell  the  song,  both  loud  and  long,  Till  rocks  and  for  - est 


God  save  the  King 


VOICE 


PIANO 


Majestically 

mf 


Ph.  Klitz 


i.  God  save  our  gra  - cious  King,  Long  live  our  no  - ble  King, 

a.  O Lord  our  God  a - rise,  Scat  - ter  his  en  - e - mies, 

3.  Thy  choic-est  gifts  in  store,  On  him  be  pleas’d  to  pour; 


ff 


God  save  the  King._ 

And  make  them  fall 

Long  may  he  reign, _ 


ff 


Send  him  vie  - to  - ri  - ous,  Hap  - py  and 
Con-found  their  po  - li  - tics,  Frus-trate  their 
May  he  de  - fend  our  laws,  And  ev  - er 


r\ 


rail. 


glo  - ri  - ous,  Long  to reign  o 

knav  - ish  tricks,  On  Thee  our_  hopes 

give  us  cause  To  sing  with  heart 


iPrtst 


ver  us, 
we  fix, 
and  voice, 


God, 
God  _ 
God- 


save the  King.  \ 

save us  all.  x 

save the  King. 


~w 


rail. 


v"  f; 
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